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now something different; they were the Red fleet. On their
decks the splendid seamen of former days had been trans-
formed into hordes who raised their blood-stained fists, for
they had killed their officers, fulfilling the orders of the
Ministry of Marine. The crews were little more than groups
of assassins, surprised to see themselves at liberty and in
possession of ships that travelled the seas, loaded with igno-
miny, like those fantastic ships of legend, carrying mutinous
or pirate crews.
More ships continued to congregate. There were cruisers,
torpedo boats, torpedo-boat destroyers, gunboats, revenue
cutters, and auxiliary vessels. The arrival of each one of
them marked a new and unfortunate chapter in the drama
of the Spanish Armada. It was always the same scene of
terror and bloodshed. The officers were either hung, or
placed in the holds, or delivered over to the mob, or to the
fury of a popular tribunal in a Red port.
On the 2Oth, towards evening, the curls of smoke from
a large vessel could be perceived on the horizon. It was the
ironclad ship Jaime /, escorted by the cruisers "Miguel de
Cervantes and Libertad^ which had gone out to meet it. It
was a giant with its entrails rent apart. It was a floating
castle in which some heroes, having taken refuge on the
bridge, surrounded by the vastness of the ocean, were con-
fronted by a mutinous crew which from that moment
became "the glorious crew," which Giral, at that time at
the head of the government, congratulated enthusiastically,
also ordering that the dead be dropped into the sea "with
respectful solemnity/' And with the arrival of the Jaime I
the Red fleet at Tangier was completed, ready now to carry
on its operations. "The fleet is ours," cried Indalecio Prieto
over a microphone in Madrid that night. Other radios re-
peated the news immediately. Masters of the fleet, the
African troops in the zone of the Protectorate were rendered